148                          MY    FATHER

Our hearts went down to our boots. We waited
patiently. Older people, seeing our distress and its
reason, commiserated and advised. Some suggested
throwing stones to agitate the water and thus bring
the boat to realize that it was no longer under a
glass case but in its native element. We rejected
this plan as being too dangerous for the boat. At
last the cynosure of model yachtsmen, an old sea-
captain, came to us with advice. Sucking at his pipe
meditatively he gave it as his opinion that we had
sprung a leak and were shipping water. Ghastly
thought!

It was but too true. She was down at the bows
and had an obvious list to port. What waves, wind
and water could never have accomplished had been
brought about by years of idleness under the glass
case. The timbers were dried up and cracks and
leaks had developed unnoticed below the water
line. So she sank, not grandly but gradually,
hull, gunwale, poop, masts and flag. For that
day, we kept our loss a secret from mother. We
had a plan. It was winter, but next morning
saw three eager forms making for the lake during
the early hours given over to swimming. Three
times we dived into those icy waters, and combed
the muddy bottom with freezing fingers. All
in vain. We decided that the boat was still
sinking and might reach the bottom by the next
morning.

We did not try again, however, but a year later
the lake was drained and the bottom cleaned.   We